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To the Right Honourable the 



EARL of MIDDLESEX. 






My Lord, 

;H IS little Colkaion 
of Poems I huitibly 
prefume to prefent 
Your Lordship 
with upon Your Return from 
A 2 Your 




DEDICAlION. 

Your Travels; not only as an 
Acknowledgment) fuch as I am 
^ble to make, of the Obliga- 
tions of Gratitude You have 
been pleafed to lay me under: 
but alfo as a timely Tribute of 
Jlefpe£t to a commanding Ge- 
pius juft rifing up in full Luflre; 
as an early Addrefs to Him, 
who with all poflible Graceful- 
ness and Dignity is to fhine at 

\ 

the Head of the Common- 
qf Letters, the Exam- 
ple 



DEDICATION. 

pie and the Patron of every 
thing that is laudable and inge* 
nuous in it, 

For, as You have been cul- 
tivating by an uncommon Ap- 
plication thofe excellent Ta* 
lent$ with which Nature bleft 
You? and conftantly purfuing 
With the fevereft Induftry all 
.liberal and worthy Accomplish* 
ments in every kind : it is not* 
My L o r d v to be wonder'd 
at> that the Mufes and the 

A 3 Graces 



DEDICATION. 

Graces have engaged a princi- 
pal Part of Your Study; that 
You have been particularly de- 
lighted in improving and per- 
fecting Your own fine Tafte 
by the great Models of Anti- 
quity; and, whilft You were 
fo eminently qualifying Your 
Self to ferve Your Country by 
the Acquifition of all folid 
and ufeful Knowledge, that 
by the additional Charms of 
Wit and Elegance You have 

made 



DEblCstTlOti 

mm tf tiuf Sfelf no lefi en# 
Mhtlf dpabile to adorn it. 

ThUs thfe Standard b£ Polite* 
MS trtxM ctffcfirfue tb be fSithd 
IB the farfid kd&fe Hotife; the 
SACfiiDi^ rfmft flill 6iaii^ 
faS& flie Cfiari&eriftic which 
Ms (d i^fkafry diffitiguiflfd 
TfiecH fof fo thany Ages. 
Yotar Lordship is no^ rite*- 
King' Yot# Glaita t6 it in Your 
6#h i^foiS;- and at the fame 
finle wete i id compliment You 

in 



DEDICATION. 

in the manner that Mr. Prior 
did my Lord Duke in the 
celebrated Dedication before his 
Poems, the World will agree 
that I have juft fuch an amia- 
ble Original to copy after, as 
He had. But being fenlible 
how unequal I am to fych an 
Attempt, and alfo how un* 
fuitable, though I were, able 
to execute it, it would be to 
the Slightnefs of the Book that 
muft follow, I fball only beg 

leave 



DEDICATION. 

leave to aflure Your L o r d- 
ship I efteem it the greateft 
Felicity of my Life, that I have 
the Honour to be* 

My L R D, 
Tour Lordship' s 
mofi dutiful and 

mofi obliged humble Servant, 

Thomas Fitzgerald. 




THE 




PREFACE, 

HAT 1 have to acquaint the 
Reader with is only that fuch of 
the Piem in this Colle$ion> as he 
may pofjpMy have fetn in print before, 
are revifed and corre&ed- t and that the 
refi have been* fin'tjhed with the utmofi 
Care. 

The Occafion of my putting them out 
thus altogether it already intimated in the 

Dedi 



The PR EF ACE 

Dedication j befides which, I mufl own 1 
bad this further Motive* viz. That they 
endeavour to ferve the Caufe of Virtue and 
Good-manners i and whatever does fo, can-^ 
not, 1 think, need an Apology for its being 
male public to the World. 
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B E D L A M. 

- — - Major f areas Infane mm or i. 

Repofe, 
HERE proud Augufia, bled with long 

Her ancient Wall and ruin'd Bulwark 

(hows ; 

Clofe by a verdant Plain, with graceful Height 

A ftately Fabric rtfes to the Sight. 

B Yet, 




i Poems oh /kveral Occaftons, 

Yet, though its Pans all elegantly ftrfne, 
And fweet Proportion crowns the whole Pefign \ 
Though Art, in ftrong expreflive Sculpture (hown, 
Confummate Art informs the breathing Stone ; 
Far other Views than thefe Within appear. 
And Woe and Horror dwell for ever Here. 
For ever from the echoing Roofs rebounds 
A dreadful Din of heterogeneous Sound*; 
From This, from Thar, from ev'ry Quarter rife 
Loud Shouts, and fallen Groans, and doleful Cries \ 
Heart-foft'nlng Plaints demand the pitying Tear, 
And Peak of hideous t-augbrer <hock the Ear. 

Thus, when in fome fair Human Form we find 
The Lulls all rampant, 'and the Reifcfa Wind, 
Griev'd we behold fach Beauty gbWn in vain, 
And Nature ? s faireft Work fiirrcey withi^m. 

Within the Chambers which chisOome^onJaiDs, 
In all her frantic Forms Diftraftion reigns. 



. Pnems. §ri. fever ql Occafions. 5 

For when the Senfe from various Objeits brings, 
Through Organs craz'd, the Images of Things; 
Ideas, all extravagant and vain, 
In eudiefc Swarms croud in upon the Brain : 
The cheated, Reafon True and Falfe confound?, 
And %QQS her Notions from fantaftic Grounds. 
Then, if the Bipod impetuous fwells the Veins, 
And Ch.oler in the Coniiiumon reigns, 
Outrageous Fury ilraigbt inflames the Sou!, * 
Quick beats the Pulfe, and fierce the Eyeballs roll ; 
Rattling his Chains the Wretch all raving lies, 
Anckoars, and foams ; and Earth and Heav'n defies. 
No,t fp, when gloom? the black Bile prevails, 
And lurapUh Phlegm the thick'ned Mai's congeals: 
All Ufelefs then is the poor Parent found, 
And fits for ever moping on the .Ground $ 
His a&iye Ppw'rs their Ufes all forgo, 
Nor Senfes, Tongue, nor Limbs their Functions 
fcnpw. E> * Co 



4 Poems on fever al Occaftom, 

Jo Melancholy loft, the vital Flame 
Ipforms, and juft informs the liftlefs Frame. 
If brisk the circulating Tides advance, 
And nimble Spirits through the Fibres dance, " 
Then all the Images delightful rife, 
The tickled Fancy fparkles through the Eyes ; 
The Mortal, all to Mirth and Joy refign'd, 
In ev'ry Gefture fhews his freakilh Mind ; 
Frolic and free, he laughs at Fortune's Pow'r, 
And plays ten thoufand Gambols in an Hour. 

Now Wring in, my Mufe, thy Theme purfue. 
And all the Dome, and each Apartment view. 

Within This lonely Lodge, in folemn Port, 
A fliiv'ring Monarch keeps his awful Court, 
And far and wide, as boundlefs Thought can itray, 
Extend^ a vaft imaginary Sway. 
fQtoftan Princes bow before his Throne, 
Lantfs unexifting his Dominion own, 
And airy Realms^ and Regions in the Moon. 3 



Poems oft fever al Occaponi. j 

The Pride of Dignity* the Pomp of State* 
The dazling Glories of the envy'd Great, 
Rife to his View, and in his Fancy fwell, 
And Guards and Courtiers croud his empty Cell. 
See how he Walks majeftic through the Throng! 
(Behind he trails his tatter'd Robes along) 
And cheaply bleft; and innocently vain, 
Enjoys the dear Delufion of his Brain, 
In this fmall Spot expatiates unconfin'd, 
Supreme of Monarchs, Firft of Human Kind. 

Such joyful Ecflafy as this pofleil 
Od fome triumphal Day great Cafafs Bread t 
Great Cafat, fcarce beneath the Gods afdor'd, 
The World's proud Vi&or t Rome's Imperial Lord* 
With all his Glories in their utmofi Height, 
And all his Pow'r difplay'd before his Sight. 
Unnumber'd Trophies grace the pompous Train* 
And captive Kings indignant drag their Chain, 

B 3 With 



6 Poctiis on fivetnl Otcafimu 

With laufell'd Enflgrts glitt'riHg frbih >fa?, 
His Legions, glorious Partners of {fie War, 
His conqu'ring Legions march behind the golden 

Car: 

Whillt Shouts on Shouts from gather" d Nations rife, 
And endlefs Acclamations rend the Skies. 
For This to vex Mankind with dire Alarms, 
Urging with rapid Speed his refttefs Arms, 
From Clime to Clime the mighty Madman flew, 
Nor tailed Qniet, nor Contentment knew, 
But fpread wild Ravage all the World abroad, 
The Plague of Nations, and f he Scourge of Odd. 

Poor Che whom Yon little Cell contains, 

Of broken Vows' and faithlefs Man complains: 
Her heaving Bofom fpeaks her inward Wbe * 
Her Tears in melancholy Silence flow. 
Yet (till her fond Defires tumultuous fife, 
Melt her fad Soul, and languiih in her Eyes, 

And 



Peimi oh fivera! Occafiom. 7 

And form her wild ideas as they rove, 

To all the tender Images of Love ; 

And ftill we fooths and feeds the flatt'ring Pain, 

Falfe as he is, dill, dill me loves her Swain, 

To hopelefs Pafflon yields her Heart a. Prey, 

And fighs and fings the livelong Hoars away. 

So mourns th'imprifon'd Lark his haplefs Fate, 

In Love's, foft Seafon ravifh'd from his Mate, 

Fondly fatigues, his unavailing Rage, 

And hops and flutters round and round his Cage,* 

And moans and droops* with pining Grief oppreft, 

Whilft fweet Complainings warble from his Bread. 

Lo ! Here a Wretch to Avarice refign'd, 

[fin d ; 

'Midilgather'd Scraps, and Shreds, and Rags con- 
His Riches thefe-— for thefe be rakes and fpares, 
Thefe rack hisBofom, thefe engrofs his Cares > 
O'er thefe he broods, for ever void of Reft, 
And hugs the fneaking Paffion of his Bread 

B 4 See/ 
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See, from Himfelf the fordid Niggard fteals, 
Referves large Scantlings from his ilender Meals ; 
Scarce to his Bowels half their Due affords, 
And ftarves his Carcafe to increafe his Hoards, 
Till to huge Heaps the treafur'd Offals fwell, 
And ftink in ev'ry Corner of his Cell. 
And thus with wondrous Wifdom he purveys 
Againft contingent Want, and rainy Days, 
And fcorns the Fools that dread not to be poor, 
But eat their Morfel, and enjoy their Store. 

Behold a Sage ! immers'd in Thought profound : 
For Science He, for various Skill renown'd. 
At no mean Ends his Speculations aim, 
(Vile Pelf he fcorns, nor covets empty Fame) 
The Public Good, the Welfare of Mankind 
Employ the generous Labour of his Mind. 
For this his rich Imagination teems 
With rare Inventions and important Schemes; 

All 



Poetfts on feveral Occaftoml 

All Day his clofe Attention he applies, 

Nor gives he midnight Slumbers to his Eyes ; 

Content if this his toilfom Studies crown, 

And for the World's Repofe neglects his own. 

All Nature's fecret Caufes he explores, 

The Laws of Motion, and mechanic Pow'rs : 

Hence ev'n the Elements his Art obey, „„ 

[Sway, 

O'er Earth, o'er Fire, he fpreads his wondrous 
And through the liquid Sky, and o'er the wat'ry 

Way. 
Hence, ever pregnant with fome vaft Defign, 
He drains the Moor-land, or he finks the Mine, 
Or levels lofty Mountains to the Plain, 
Or Hops the roaring Torrents of the Main ; 
Forc'd up by Fire he bids the Water rife, 
And points its Courfe reverted to the Skies. ' 
His ready Fancy ilill fupplies the Means, 
Forges his Tools, and rises his Machines, 

Erects 
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Ere&s his Sluices* *fld his Mounds fuftairis; 
And Whirls perpetual Windmills to his Bf aim 
All Problems has his lively Thought fubdu'd* 
Meafuf'd the9tifs# and found the Longitude/ 
And fquar'dthe Circle, and the Tide* esplain'd? 
The grand Arcanum once he had attain'd, 
Had quite attained, but that a Pipkin broke* 
And all bis golden Hopes exptr'd in Smoke. 
Ahd once, his Soul inflam'd with; Patriot Zeal, 
A Scheme he finifh'd for his Country's Weal : 
This in a private Conference «*ade known * 
A 6tateftnan flole, and u**d it for his own* 
And then, OBafeuefs! the Deceit to blind, 
Our poor Proje&of in this Jayl confin'd. 
The Mufe forbears to vifit ev'r y Cell/ 
Each Fortm each Objea of Dttlrefs to tell* 
To fliew the Fopling- curious in his Drefs, 
Gayly trick'd out in gaudy Raggednefs : 

The 



The Poet, ever wrapt in glorious Dreams 
Of Pagan Gods, arid Heliconian Streams : 
The wild Enthufiaft, that defpairing fees 
Predeltin'd Wrath, and Heav'n's fevere Decrees; 
Thro' thefe* tfiro' more lad Scenes Ihe grievds to go, 
And paint the whole Variety 6f Wot. 

Mean time, on Thefe refleft with kind Concern, 
And hence this juft, this uiefttl Leflon team: 
If (Irong Defires thy reafoning Pow'rs control ; 
If arbitrary Ptfffidns fway thy Soul ; 
If Pride* if Envy* if the Ltift of Gain, 
If wild Ambition in thy Bofojd reign, 
Alas ! thou vaunt'ft thy iober Senfe in raid. 
In thefe poor Bedlamites thy Self furvey, 
Thy Self, lefs innocently mad than They. 




m^ij 



An 
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Aft ODE. 

NO Glory I covet, no Riches I want* 
Ambition is nothing to me: 
The one Thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant* 
Is a Mind independent and free. 

With Paffion unruffled, untainted with Pride, 
By Reafon my Life let me fquare j 

The Wants of my Nature are cheaply fupply'd, 
And the reft is but Folly and Care. 

The Bleffings which Providence freely has lent 

HI juftly and gratefully prize, 
Whilft fweet Meditation and ehearful Content, 

Shall make me both healthy and wife. 

In 
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In the Pleafures the Great Man's Pofleffions difplay, 

Unenvy'd, I'll challenge my Part ; 
For ev'ry fair Objecl: my Eyes can furvey, 

Contributes to gladden my Heart, 

How vainly through infinite Trouble and Strife 

The Many their Labours employ ! 
Since all that is truly delightful in Life, 

Is what AH, if they will, may enjoy. 



-f-* v^-^w 



A 



SO N G. 



TH £ Charms whieh blooming Beauty (hows 
From Faces heav'nly fair, 
We to the Lily and the Rofe 
With Semblance apt compare : 



With 



, Wfofc StmbteseQ tpfe for ah, bow faonl 
How foon : they & tangM 
The Ufy. dwxips, Uje Rofe is gope, 
And Beauty fata *WSff. 

&tf w1*h> brfgt£ yktfle fti#es coflfefl, 

With fweer^rs^ jqin'4 k 
When M|l<|njsfs qajffi* *!$ BWfftl &«fl> 

And Wif&m fMftfcf- jtfeetyfyigi 

When Chartes like thefe, dear Maid, eonfpire 

Thy Perfon tq approve, 
They kindle generous chafte Defire, 
, An4f¥^aftwg.yiy«, 

Beyond the Reach of T«8? ox F$te 

Thefe Graces ftall ensure t 
Still, like the Paffion they create, 

jpternal, conftant, pure, A 
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A PROLOGUE to CATO. 

As it was Ailed, by fimt yonng GtfttUtaett, tit the 
Time of the threatnedlnvafionfrpm Spain in 1717. 

»»T<WA5 wmh Remark ^ith how roach 

-*■> Heat and Rage, 

When flrft our C*» grac'd the Jfc/Yrjft Stage, 
Contending Parties oil his Words appty'd, 
And ftrove to lift rfie Pattidt oa their |Side ; 
Nay, by how natqpal an Application 
He jdiiin'd wkh pv f ry fbdiea of tfaetfctioB. 
Of Freedom te flffferts tte glerimis Gmfe • 
Straight ruog jifae The*tre with Wtfcig Appldtfe, 
Short Joy! foriatfiniLirffisiie chADg'd the^»r^, 
And ranted 'like a hot tantivy Tory: 
.Fiercely exclaimed, froto fioQcraJs>for Life, 
From {landing Legions fprings our 'CivH [Strife. 

In 



i* Poems on fever al Occafiom. 

In fliort — though all could find, or here, or there, 
Their fav'rite Schemes to hit the Character; 
Yet none could fix it all throughout their own, 
And claim him to themfelves, and them alone. 

Could then th'unconquer'd Soul and Stolck Pride 
Of Cato ever bear to change his Side ? 
Could He unfix'd in Principle remain ? 
O Addifon ! th' important Doubt explain, 
Say, didft thou draw him a mere Moderate Man? 
No, to impartial Eyes he .will appear 
True to himfelf throughout, and regular. 

When Rome, by wild Ambition's Fury toft, 
Her Laws all broke, her Conftitution loft, 
With War's mad Rage was urging on her Fate, 
Then Cato rofe to fave the finking State, 
Victorious Cafar\ mighty Pow'r defy'd, 
Arm'd in his Country's Caufe, and bravely item'd 
the Tide. 

Ever 
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Ever to us be good old England's Caufe 
The fame that good old Rome's to Cato was. 
On This firm Ground let's refolutely {land, 
And drive the bold Invader from our Land, 
Our Laws, our Country, and our King defend ; 
Let us do this, and Cato is our Friend. 



A P-U.PP E T-SHOW. 

Tranflated from the Latin of Mr. Addifon. 

Tvryinw dtfySv [UfMifjLmi t^yct yiyoivlw. 

Batrachom. 

OF wondrous Art the Mufe delighted fings, 
And rare Diverfion rais'd from trivial things, 
Of Pygmy-folk, by Pow'r mechanic wrought, 
And Men, the Produft of the Workman's Thought. 
' C Where 
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Where the throng'd Street refowdswftfel^wgjk- 
ter loud, 
And Andrew, drolling, charms the gapiagCrgqd * 
Within, whom Mirth and Novelty ipwite | 
To humble Sport and uwoceoc Delight, 
In a fmall Theatre ao Audience meets, 
And fills, but unpromifcuous fills the Seats ; 
For each from each diftinft the Benches ftaod, 
And different Prices different Seats demand. 
The Curtain drawn difclofes to the View 
The lengthen'd Stage and opening Avenue, 
Whofe narrow Limits and contracted Space, 
Gay glittering Scenes magnificently grace. 
And now with Comic Mirth, or Tragic Rage, 
The Utile Aftors enter on the Stage, 
The Drama fwells, and to the. woodring Eyes 
Triumphs, and Wars, and folemaCoaklw rife » 



AH 
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All Aflioi» that on Life's great Stage appear, 
In Miniature are reprefented here. 

Above the reft, the Hcroe of the Throngs 
A prattling merry Mortal ftalks along* 
Of Comic Mien, and Shape untouch ta fee : 
His Back projects a huge Gibfoofity ; 
His portly Belly of enormous Size, 
Brac'd in a Rang? of monftrous Buttons lies ; 
And with inceflant Motion roll his Eyes : 
Hfe Limbs * Bulk and Strength fuperior boaft, 
And uncontroH'd he ftruts, and roles the Roaft, 
Chatters, and laughs immoderately loud, 
And fcolds and fa-aggers at the Pygmy Croud; 
For mimic Mirth and ready Repartee, 
For arch Conceits, and Pranks of Pleafantry, 
Was never an unltfc tier Stick than be. 
When folemn Scenes th'attentive Eye engage, 
-And Tragedy in Buskins treads the Stage ; 

C % Then 
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Then, ever loving Mifchief at his Heart, 
Before this boift'rous Ruffian plays his Part, 
With Flouts and Jefts impertinently gay, 
Dilturbs the Adion, and confounds the Play: 
Nor his outrageous Infolence forbears, 
With faucy Freedoms and indecent Airs, 
For the foft Sex to own his am'rous Flames, 
And r a villi Rifles from the iiruggling Dames. 

Sometimes a Train more glorious to behold, 
With Gems refplendent and embroider'd Gold, 
In Robes of State attir'd and rich Array, 
Difplays the Pomp of fome illuftrious Day: 
Small Nobles, tiny Peers, a fplendid Throng, 
And wooden Heroines pafs in State along: 
With aftive Steps the gentle Knights advance, 
And graceful lead the Ladies to the Dance : 
Safe from the Infults of the hoftile Crane, 
The Pygmy Court feems here reftor'd again, 
In all the Glories of its ancient Reign. 
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At Noon of Night, by Tbebe\ Iightfom Ray, 
Thus the brisk Tribe of (lender Fairies play, 
Still round and round their circling Dance purfue* 
And leave their Footfteps in the Morning Dew. 
The fruitful Earth hence draws a quick Produce, 
And teems luxuriant with a myftic Juice, 
Pours forth full Crops where they have led the 

Round, 
And verdant Circles mark the facred Ground. 
, Yet oft' their Sports are loft in loud Alarms,] 
W hi lft eager fly the dapper Chiefs to Arms ; 
To (tern Contention joyous Peace gives way, 
As fudden Show'rs deform the fmiling Day. 
Thus are our Pleafures ftill chaftis'd with Strife, 
And Good and Evil checquqr Human Life. 
Now Swords, and Spears, and murd'ring Guns 

they bear, 
And all the fatal Inftruments of War j 

C 3 The 



xi Poems on fiver al Qccafimi. 

The Scenes with Crackers dreadful Burfls rcfound, 
And Squibs and Serpents hUs along the Ground. 
Whole Troops of flaugfatcr'd Heroes ftrow die 

Stage, 
The Crimes of dire Revenge and civil Rage. 

Soon as the Fury of the Fight is o'er, 
And War's tumultuous Din is heard no more; 
Their former Cares the jovial Tribe renew, 
And all the pleafant Arts of Peace purine. 
Heroes of old, io happier Ages bora, 
Whofe godlike A& the Sacred Page adorn, 
Here much contracted in their Bulk return. 
The Sages of the Patriarchal Seed, 
A hoary venerable Train proceed ; 
Wrinkled their Face, with Age their Body beads, 
Adown their tfreait a reverend Beard defeends. 
Old Tithon thus, if ancient Tales (peak true, 
Small, and more fmall, by Age dinuniuYd grew ; 

His 



Poem on fiveral Qccofiom. i % 

His Form, at laft, worn by "a Length of Years, 
Shrunk from a Pygmy's to a Grafhapper's. 

Now fay, my Mufe, from what fuperiorCaufe 
This flender Nation its Exigence draws : 
Say from what Pow'r tiicir various Motions rife? 
What Haad fuch Vigour to their Limbs fupplies ? 
The Artift's Skill contrives the wooden Race, 
And carves in iifeiefs Sticks the Human Face ; 
Then Aafes thelYunfc, and then the Parts affigns, 
And Lknbs to Limbs In meet Proportion joins; 
With flender Tendons evVy Joint he firings, 
And forms the Movements with elaftic Springs : 
And now dfre&ed by a Hand unfeen, 
The finifh'd Poppet flruts before the Scene, 
Esaks « treble Voice, and Eunuch Tone, 
And fqueaks his Part in Accents not his own. 

<2 4 Vfo* 
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Upon the POETS CORNER** 
WESTMINSTER-ABBEr. 

HAIL» facred Reliqucs of the tuneful Train! 
Here ever honour'd, ever lov'd remain. 
No other Dufl of the once Great or Wife, 
As each beneath the hallow'd Pavement ties, 
To this old Dome a jufter Rev'rence brings j 
No, though fhe keeps the Afhes of our Kings, 
Yet you the Herald's idle Art difclaim, 
(Tis yours to give, and not to borrow Fame) 
No Vaunts of far-fetch'd Anceftry are here, 
Nor dufty Trophies waving in the Air ; 
No blazon'd Metals fpread their tawdry Charms, 
And only Shadwell (hews a Coat of Arms ; 
Though thofe who foremoft of our Nobles ftand, 
Peers of the Realm, and Princes of the Land, 

Croud 



f 
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Croud to appear to your high Merits juft, 
And rear the Tomb, and place the breathing Bull: 
Villbrs is read with Cowley on the Stone, 
And Sheffield adds to Dry Jen's Name his 

own* 
And this in future Times watt be their Boaft, 
When all Memorials elfe of Fame are loft; 
When Time fhall have devour'd whate'er pro- 
claims 
The Grandeur of their now illuftrious Names, 
And levell'd, as fucceffive Ages pafs,' 
The proud Inscription and the fculptur'd Brafs; 
Your Sanftion then Eternity fhall give, 
In Your immortal Luftre Theirs fhall live ; 
As ftill Mectenas bur lov'd Theme we make, 
And Honour Tottio for his VirgiV* fake.. 




. o V/w 
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An EPIGRAM. 

DEAR Frank, with Fancy, Fire, and Style, 
Form'd a con&mmate Poet, 
Burns with Impatience all the while, 
That aU the World ihonid know it. 

Where'er he goes, with pompous ttoaft 
His Talent he difplays; 

No, not a Tittle foall be kit 
Of his nanqteft Praifc. 

Then let's be candid to oorfViond, 

And own his juft Pretence \ 
Nor yet, whilft we his Wit commend, . 

Defpife his Want of Senfe. 

On 
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ANOTHER. 

DICICs fprightly Wit, like bottled Beer, 
For ever bouncing out, 
In Froth purfues its full Career, 
And fpatrers all about. 

Whene'er the hum'rous Topics rife, 1 

Nor Stop nor Stay he knows, 
But flap the picquant Raill'ry flies 

Alike at Friends or Foes. 

» , . 

Not the moil clear or facred Name 

Can 'feape the trying Teft? 
But ftill, let Heaven and Earth recbiflV 

Still tie muft urge -his Jeft, 

And 
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And hence, with Joy too dearly priz'd 
Tho' thus he rules the Roaft, 

Soon fhall he fee himfelf defpis'd, 
And all his Friendfhips loft. 

As He has His, he foon muft find 
The World wiU have Their Whim. 

He laughs and fneers at all Mankind, 
And all Mankind at Him. 



THE 

FREETHINKER. 

CL O 2) / O, that fteals each Fair-one's Heart 
away;, ' 

Clodio the bright, the courtly, and the gay, 

Is 
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Is yet full fraught with Notions; wondrous fage, 
And mines a prime Freethinker of the Age. 
To the revolving Bufinefs of the Day, 
His Bed, hisDrefs, the Tavern, and the Play/ 
Succeeds the Midnight Revel ; then run high 
His Joys uncheck'd, and Care and Spleen defy. 
Then, whilfl the Pedantry of Creeds he (hows, 
How clear, how free his Elocution flows! 
How keen his Wit, his Reas'ning how profound* 
Whilft down he knocks poor Prieftcraft to the 

Ground 1 
For thus, when Wine and Mirth his Spirits raife, 
He vents his Knowledge, and his Parts difplays; 
From each new Scheme harangues with graceful 
And Rabbi Tlndal\ deep Difcoveries. * 

Say then at laft, what is this mighty Man? 
Freethinker! let:. dd'.,-i : !ui. 4 'J we can, 
And fix our Meaui:.^ ^<J our Term explain. 

From 
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From Chd'to be the certain Standard known* 
(There are ten thonfand CUdbt in the Town> 
And what's the Man we a Freethinker call ? 
What? why 'tis he, that never thinks at all. 



A FABLE. 

IN whatDreft, or what Manner fbererconvey'd, 
Still Troth wiH affeO, and good Seflfe wHl 
periuaxle; 
Let this for a while with your patience prevail, 
From honeft <A&A£fif to hear an old Tale/ 

As once on a time, mafaronryChar, 
A Fox was profoundly engag'd with a Car, 
With model! Afluranceand dueCondefcenaon, 
HisTalent&and Parts he thought proper to mention, 
And made it by-plain Demonftration appear 
No Jeopardy he could hare rcafon to fear ; 

For 



Potm c# ftwra? Occupant* $ t 

For his Match never yet,, as is everywhere own'd* 
Was for Quickacft, and Slynefe, and Stratagem 

found : 
§*ch fobtle Devices id Petto had he 
For cv'ry Akrn thai could poffibly be : 
In fhort, let his Foes, be they Dog, be they Man, 
Let 'em try to* catch him in a Scrape if they can. 
Fufs heard hisHarangue with aFace Ml of Wonder, 
And thought it was decent for her to knock under, 
And pay a becoming Refpeft and Submi&oft 
To the Merits and Parti of this great Politician. 
Indeed a fmall Shift, tho-" k never yet fiuTd her/ 
One Shift (he had ready when Danger a&iVd her ; 
If that fhauid »ifcarry— but havk, by the By™ 
The Horns, and the Hunt faen, aid Hounds in lull 

Cry) 
. Pufs nimbly whipt up, and fat fnug in a Tree ; 
And, as for the Fox, like the Devil flew He ; 

But 
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fiat fo richly he (lank as they follow'd behind, 
And the Hounds they all kept him fo clofe in the 

Wind, 
That without Lofs of Time, by his Genius forfaken, 
h fpite of his Cunning poor Reynard was taken. 

Thus the crafty Contriver with Doubles' and 
Fetches, 
In his own wife Conceit the whole World over- 
reaches, 
And takes it for granted no Mortal can be 
So notably artful and clever as He.] 
By Self-Admiration perpetually cheated, 
He wonders to find his Finefles defeated ; 
WbUft the only fureWay, without further Pretence, 
Is Honefty guided by plain Common Senfe. 



THE 
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AMUSES COMPLAINT. 

Humbly addrefs'd to the Right Honourable the 

EARL of M I D 2) L E S E X. 

Quique pii Vates> & Thcebo digna touts, 
Omnibus bis nived cinguntur tempora vittd. 

GRIEV'D and difhonour'd with licentious 
Strains, 
My Lord,0 hear her, your own Mufe complains ; 
See, 'tis to You her fuppliant Hands (he rears, 
Whofe Wit flie loves, whofe Virtue fee reveres. 
Admit befides her old peculiar Claim, 
Her Zeal diftinguifh'd for the Sacvillb Name. 
For O, what Age but has from Them fupply'd 
Her nobleft Patron, and her jufteft Pride! 

In the Recefles of th' Aonian Shade, 
Her facred Seat long held the heav'n-born Maid ; 

D Copious 
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z By Thefe, and fuch as thefe, her various Aid 

: Still has the Goddcfs to Mankind convey'd ; 

7 WhiMt fome, fp urges their Poetic Fire, 

- Breathe the foft Flute, or touch the warblingLyre ; 
» "Some ling fweet Love and Innocence ferene, 

- In the calm Pleafares of the Rural Scene ; 

: Some the keen Edge of threat'ning Satyr draw, 

i And keep the Follies of the World in Awe ; 

n: All to their fev"ra'l Arms fublimely rife, 

'- , From Age to Age (till tranfmigrating flies 

- The Soul of Poetry, and never dies. 
:: And hence in TPofe, and hence in Shake/fear fhine 
•u Homer's bright Fire, and ftrong pathetic Line : 

3 Up to the "Summit of th' Aon'tan Height 

pf Horace purfues bold 'Pindar in his Flight ; 

<* Menander\ fpritely Graces charm again 

H In Terence, and m Steefs facetious Vein ; 



» 
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Whilft SefbocJes's moving Numbers flow 

In Otway, Southern, and Corneille, and Rowe. 

When Such defert, drawn by fome wretched Aim, 
The Caufe of Virtue and the Paths of Fame ; 
When Minds like Thefe obfcure their glorious Fire 
With grov'ling Inftinft and leud low Defire, 
To blend with idle Ribaldry fubmit 
The Charms of Style and Elegance of Wit; 
Who does not grieve Heav'n's nobleft Gifts to fee 
Prophan'd, perverted, ftain'd with Infamy! 

Untouch'd, unheeded, by the Mufe be pafl 
The rare Refinements of the modern Tafte : 
Not with his Fool's Grimaces Harlequin, 
Not the pert fmatt'ring Epilogue obfcene, 
Not the dull Farce laft creeping in the Rear, 
Or move her Spleen, or need her Anger fear: 
By their own Nonfenfe let them (land or fall, 
Her they concern not, flie difdains them all. 

No, 
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No, 'tis when Bards with happieft Talents born, 
Whom all the Graces, all the Arts adorn, 
Yet heedlefs, fliamelefs, impotently vain, 
Debafe and proflitute the hum'rous Strain"; 
For the loud Laugh all Decency defy, 
And urge th' ambiguous Jell and loofe Reply; 
Champions in Vice's odious Caufe engage, 
And footh the vile Corruptions of the Age ; 

This, this flie mourns 

This Fools admire, and Men of Senfe defpife, 
It grieves the Virtuous, and offends the Wife. 
See echoing with the Thunder of Applaufe 
The crouded Theatre — and what's the Caufe ? 
Still the old Topic, ftill the amorous Flame, 
The brisk Galant, and the intriguing Dame. 
Loud and more loud their Joys the Audience own 
As the Plots open, and th' Affair goes on : 

D 3 Mean 
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Mean while free Afiion and free Hints unite* 
To keep the Fancy tickled to the Hetgjit, 
Till all for Love victorious we furvey, 
Till the poor Cuckold baffled freaks away, 
And Rake remains the Heroe of the Play. 
Brave Morals thefe! the bluftiing Mufe for Sham 
Forbears to mention each tranfgrefling Name, 
Her Fav'riies all, who ftoop thus meanly lew 
To catch what Breath of P(ai£e the Town-can bionr. 

So. Judrew drolling on his Stage appears, 
And holds his dirty Audience by the Ears, 
Jocund and free purfues the fleering Strain, 
Broad bis Allufions, and his Englijb pbiiH 
With dear Delight Hands round th' attentive 

Throng, 
Joy flows from ev'ry Heart, and Shouts fromev-'ry 

Tongue. 
What worthy Lay, inftruclive pleafant Steele, 
Shall praife thy eafy Mirth and honeft Zeal ! 
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What Wreaths* wh* aevej>&dtog Wreaths fluO 

crown 
Thee* and thf glorious Partrer Ahtifiui 
Swora againft Vita eternal War tot wag** 
Spett<#*r> Ceqfor, Gtntrdxmt of the Age ! 
Tbefe, sfeilfril eret y Chancer to hit 
WHb manly Hanxiir tad fep*rror W it, 
To its due Objeft point the Ridicule*, 
To fftH th# Go*<?ontbv arid atippfe the Fool ; 
Frojb ABcf&tifti fltiff hcjr bcarrow'd Grace* 
And putt the Mask from Fraud's dctefted Face 9 
Dooto «4ch bakl Quit, convi&ed as they (land. 
To feel Jhe Lafli front Satyr's vengeful Hand, 
Whilft all abroad this ufeful Truth is born ; 
What taints, 'tis That deferves our Hate and Scorn. 
And now 'tis Yours, my Lokp, whofe generous 

Mind, 
Such confeious Worth with fuch rare Talents join'd, 

D 4 Re- 
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Reflects new Luftre to the Rank You bear, 
"Tis yours to dictate and determine Here. 
All muft aflent where you efpoufe the Caufe, 
Guided by Yours will be the World's Applaufe. 
But could She fee in graceful Verfe expreft 
The Fire that warms Your own illuftrious Breaft, 
With fome fair Pourtrait from Your curious 

Thought 
O were She bleft, by Your own Pencil wrought; 
How would the Mufe with juft Refpefi bow down, 
Fix This her Standard, and triumphant own 
'Tis This at laft with Time it felf muft ftand 
A perfect Pattern to each Mailer's Hand. 
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A Prologue to JULIUS CiESAR, 

Spote by a young Nobleman of Weftminfter- 

School, before the Queen and the Royal 

Family, in the Tear 1717, 

TO reprefent a Heroe we afpire, 
Our Authors long have taught us to admire j 
For what Hiftorian's W ork, what Poet's Lays, 
But boaft This Theme, and fhine with C<efar\ 
He flill appears the fav'rlte Claffic Name* t Praife? 
And Hands unrivall'd oh the Lift of Fame. ) 

But O ! fuperior as his Worth was known, *■ 
By that fuperior Worth was Rome undone. ' 
She wept the mighty Genius flie ador'd ; 
His Parts, his Induftry, his Pen, his Sword, 
Nay, ev'n his very Clemency deplor'd. 
Sheprais'd her Son, the Good, the Wife, the Brave, 
And whilft ihe prais'd him, griev'd flie was hisSlave. 

For 
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For io Reftf aants his Loft of Pow'r confin'd. 
High were, hii Aims, and uncontrol'd his Mind; 
Fiercely he grafp'd at a forbidden Throne, 
And in a, Commonwealth would reign abme. 
Hence Civtt W*s and dire Diflcttfoft rofe, 
And hence the Frwads. of jtome were Oj/3cr'»Fces. 

With do fuck Dread beholds out happy Land 
Her Scepter gfco'd ia Q$QRG&$ f awed Hand: 
He's our beft Strength wbe>he*s thrfltfal Sway, 
He our beft Patriot tfho ct#bc& obey. 
One is ttePcopiete andth* S©yrc%n's Gaiafc * 
BRITJNNIJ sKi08iv$wrdmi of hec Laws: 
Secure She draw* her Freedom from theThrone* 
And in Fftr Qt/ar's Safety (tends faec owe. 



• J^LHBIbVMQHC - 
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C H E A R F U:L»BU 
TH 1 A I R aa the-dwniagLigfc! aofpidousGucftl 
•*- Source tf aft Comfort ca the HnmaaBreaft! 
Deprtfd of TkUt i* &A Dcfym m mom, 
And tedious iq$ rhtf hewty fctoroeniaoa. 
Though be«*eo«s.Qbjeas allarrawd ub fife 
To cba tfacFtocjr, and defigte the Eyes; 
Though Art^iWwkj iitfNatdtt!&Gi&scoii(J>ke 
To pleafe «(^Se|rfej l aiidi«iaiic:eacbl)«fir^ 
Tis joykfl tlfc-r. tili thy ealb'okig Ray 
Scattew the meHiteb% ©ooafc away. 
Then- opens- to, tM.Sotf a fear 'hty Scewr; 
GMaeft aaiPeifi^dt Qritefy,. att fcrwe. . 

Wheredc^^fr»^e^fi^»whathfcftRett«te, 
To choofcr thy Mwfam* and t fix t»y8a»f 

Thy fecred P*efenfie:JwHr ftalt we e*pfc>re? 

Can Av'wee gflia to&Q wsthTmrgafcfco.Siore.?' 

Can 
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Can vain Ambition with her boafted Charms 
Tempt thee within her wide-extended Arms ? 
No, with Content alone canft Thou abide, 
Thy Sifter, ever fmiling by thy Side. 
When boon Companions, void of ev'ry Care, 
Crown the foil Bowl and the rich Banquet (hare, 
And give a Loofe to Pleafure— art thou There ? 
Or when the eager Swains pnrfue the Chace 
With aftive Limbs, and Health in ev'ry Face, 
Is is thy Voice, that wak'ning up the Morn, 
Chears the ftanch Hound, and winds the jolly Horn ? 
Or when th'afiembled Great and Fair advance 
To celebrate the Mask, the Play, the Dance, 
Whilft Beauty fpreads its fweeteft Charms around, ' 
And Airs extatic fwell their tuneful Sound, 
Art thou within the pompous Circle found ? 
Does not thy Influence more fedately thine? 
Can fuch tumultuous Joys as thefe be thine ? 

Surely 
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Surely more mild, more conftant in their Courfe, 
Thy Pleafures iflue from a nobler Source, 
From fweet Difcretion ruling in the Breaft, 
From Paffions temper'd, and from Lulls repreft, 
From Thoughts unconfcious of a guilty Smart, 
And the calm Tranfports of an honed Heart. 

Thy Aid, O ever faithful, ever kind, 
Thro' Life, thro' Death, attends the virtuous Mind; 
Of angry Fate wards from us ev'ry Blow, 
Cures ev'ry III, and foftens ev'ry Woe. 
Whatever Good our mortal State defires, 
What Wifdom finds, or Innocence infpires; ' 
From Nature's bounteous Hand whatever flows, 
Whate'er our Maker's Providence bellows, 
By Thee Mankind enjoys; by Thee repays 
A grateful Tribute of perpetual Praife. 

IN- 
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INDUSTRY. 

QU E EN of all Virtues ! for whate'er we call 
Godlike and Great, 'tis Thou obtain'tf it all. 
No Task too arduous for thy flrong Eflay, 
And Art and Nature own thy potent Sway.] 
Infpir'd by Thee to each fuperior Aim, 
We prefs with Ardour thro' the Paths of Fame 
Up to the facred Top, and leave behind 
Th'inglorious Croud, the Herd of Humankind ; 
Whilft Wifdom round us pours her heav'nly Ray, 
And old Experience. guides our fteady Way. 
No anxious Cares, no furious Lulls controul 
The free habitual Vigour of the Soul. 
Each Part, each Station gracefully we fill, 
And bend and fhape our Fortune to our Will. 

The Heroe, down through ev'ry Age renown'd, 
W ith Triumph,Praife, and glorious Titles crown'd, 

By 
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By Thee -has gain'd his honourable Spoils, 
And mighty Fame% «chiev'd by tnighty Toils. 
The Sage, wbUft iLearning {fadh'ous he purfaes, 
By Thee the stubborn Sciences fnbdues; 
ThroughTruth'swide Fields expatiates unconfin'd, 
And ftones for ever his capacious Mind. 
Nor feeks the L.ow Degree thy Aid in Tain, 
The -poor Mechanic and the lab'rrng Swain ? 
Healeh,l*eace, and fweet Content to Thefek brings; 
More precious Prizes than the Wealth of Kings. 

When Whelming round us Death's fadTerr ors roll, 
'Tis Thou fpcak'ft Peace and Comfort to the Soul. 
Then, if out recoilee&ng Thougjhtsprefeut 
A well-plan'd Life in virtuous Labour fpentf 
If ufeful we have pafs'd through every Stage, 
And paid our Debt of Serviee to the Age ; 
I? ftill we've made our Duty our Delight, 
Nor hid our Mailer's Talent from our Sight, 

All's 



. 1 
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All's well, 'tis all by oar own Heart approv'd* 
From hence we pafs by God and Man belov'd, 
Chearful we pafs, to Heav'n's high Will refign'd, 
And leave a blefled Memory behind. 

Till all from Thee, that rifing by degrees, 
The Mufe, this humble Mufe attempts to pleafe; 
For this the jaft Materials to prepare, 
She gleans with Patience, and digefts with Care, 
.Like the fmall Bee, whom reftlefs Labour leads 
To range the Gardens and the painted Meads, 
Pois'd on her tender Wings fhe joys to firay, 
As artful Fancy points her various Way ;] 
Works the rich Hints from each fair Form (he 

meets, 
And from a thoufand Flow'rs extracts their Sweets ; 
Nor thinks at lad the tedious Travel long, 
If MIDDLESEX approve her finifiYd Song. 

The 
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The Golden Verses of Pythagoras, 
Tranflated from the Greek. 

Felix quipotuit rerum cogno/cere caufas, 
pulque metus omnes, & inexorabile fatum 
Subjecit fedibusy firepitumque Acberontis avari. 

FIRST, the great Gods thy utmoft Rev'rence 
claim; 
Ufe with religious Awe Their facred Name : 
Aflur'd They view thy Ways, let nought controul 
The Oath thou once haft bound upon thy Soul. 
Next, to the Heroes bear a grateful Mind, 
Whofe glorious Cares and Toils have bleft Mankind. 
Let juft Refpeft and decent Rites be paid 
To the immortal Manes of the Dead. 
Honour thy Parents, and thy next of Kind ; 
And virtuous Men wherever thou canft find, 
In the fame Bond of Love let them be join'd. 

E Ufefiil 
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Ufeful and fteady let thy Life proceed, 
Mild ev'ry Word, Good-natur'd ev'ry Deed t 
Oh, never with the Man thou lov'fl contend ! 
But bear a thoufand Frailties from thy Friend. 
Raflily inflam'd, vain Spleen, and flight SurmHe, 
To real Feuds and endlefs Difcords rife. 

O'er Lull, o'er Anger, keep the ftrifteftRein, 
Subdue thy Sloth, thy Appetite reftrain. 
With no vUe Aftion venture to comply, 
No, tho' unfeen by ev'ry mortal Eye. 
Above all Witnefles thy Continence rear, 
And more than all Mankind thy Self revere. 

One way lee all thy Words and A&ions tend, 
Rcafon their conftant Guide, and Truth their End. 
And ever mindful of thy mortal State* 
How quick, how various are- the Turns of Fate; 
How here, how there the Tides of Fortune roll; 
How foon impending Death- concludes the whole, 

Compofe 
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Compofc thy Mind, and free from anxious Strife 
Endure thy Portion of the Ills of Life : 
Tho' ftill the Good Man ftands fecu*e from Barms', 
Nor can Misfbt ttine wound, whom Virtue arms, 

Difcourfe irr commoaConverfe, thou wik find 
Some to improve, a«d fotoe to taint (he Mind ; 
Grateful to* Thai a due Observance pay ; 
Beware left Thi$ kfice thy Thoughts attray ; 
And bold Untruths which thou art forc'd taheaf, 
Receive difcfeetly, with a patient Ear. 

Would'ft thou be j*£Uy ranked among the Wife? 
Think, ere thou doft, ere thou refolv'ft, advke. 
Still fee thy Aims with thy Experience fcjuare, 
And plan thy Conduct with fagacious Care. 
So flute thou all thy Courfe with Pleafure run, 
Nor wifh an Action of thy Life undone. 

Among the various Ends of tfcy Defircs, 
'Tis no inferior Place thy Health requires. ' 

E 2 Firmly 
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Firmly for this from all Excefs refrain, 
Thy Cups be mod'rate, and thy Diet plain: 
Nor yet unelegant thy Board fupply, 
But ftiiin the naufeous Pomp of Luxury. 
Let Spleen by chearful Converfe be withftood, 
And honeft Labour purify the Blood. 

Each Night, ere needful Slumber feals thy Eyes, 
Home to thy Soul let Thefe Reflexions rife; 
How has To-day my Duty feen expreft? 
What have I done, omitted, or tranfgreft? 
Then grieve the Moments thou haft idly fpent: 
The reft will yield thee Comfort and Content. 

Be Thefe good Rules thy Study and Delight, 
Praftife by Day, and ponder them by Night ; 
Thus all thy Thoughts to Virtue's Height fliall rife, 
And Truth fhall ftand unveiPd before thy Eyes; 
Of Beings the whole Syftem thou ftialt fee, 
Rang'd as they are in beauteous Harmony; 

Whilft 
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Whilft all depend from one Superior Caufe, 
And Nature works obedient to her Laws. 
Hence, as thou labour'ft with judicious Care 
To run the Courfe allotted to thy Share, 
Wifdom refulgent with a heav'nly Ray, 
Shall clear thy Profpeft, and direft thy Way. 

Then all around compaffionately view 
The wretched Ends which vain Mankind purfue, 
Toll to and fro by each impetuous Guft, 
The Rage of Paffion, or the Fire of Luft, 
No certain Stay, no fafe Retreat they know, 
But blindly wander thro' a Maze of Woe. 
Mean while congenial Vilenefs works within, 
And Cuftom quite fubdues the Soul to Sin. 
Save us from this Diftrefs, Almighty Jove.' 
Our Minds illumine, or our Ills remove. 

But O ! fecure from all thy Life is led, 
Whofe Feet the happy Paths of Virtue tread. 

E 3 Thou 
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Thou ftand'ft united to the Race Divine, 
And the Perfection of the Gods is thine. 
Imperial Reafon, free from til Controul, 
Maintains her juft Dominion in thy Soul 
Till purg'd at length from ev'ry finful Stain, 
When friendly Death fliall break the cumb'rous 

Chain, 
Lpos'd from the Body thou (halt take thy Flight, 
And range immortal in the Fields of Light. 



Upon the Burning of the Cottonian Matm- 
fcripts at Aftiburnham-#0///£. 1731* 

FO R future Fame when anxious we prepare, 
How falfe our Views, how fruitlefs is our Care ! 

1 

In vain Ambition hopes, or Virtue claims; 
Tis Fate, imperious Fate controuls our Aims. 
See what a glorious Trophy Cotton rears ! 
The learned Spoils of twice a thoufand Years ; 
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From Goths and Vandals 'fcap'd, and what we feel 
Than thefe more dreadful, from Reforming Zeal ; 
From ev'ry Foe the Mufes us'd to fear, 
Sacred and fafe preferv'd to perifh Here! 

So Tbiladelpbus through the World explor'd, 
And Learning's copious Works infatiate ftor'd; 
Nor deem'd, fuch precious Treafures to obtain, 
The Wealth of mighty Kingdoms giv'n in vain. 
All the paft Annals of revolving Time, 
The Acts of ev'ry Age and ev'ry Clime, 
The rich Produftions of each ftudious Mind, 
The various Skill and Science of Mankind, 
Colle&ed {land, the World's ftupendous Boaft! 
And all in.one, one fatal Blaze, are loft. 

Old Laws, old Ufage, old Events to tell, 
Where fhall we feek our faithful Oracle ? 
Whence {hall we now adjuft each learn'd Debate? 
Clear the dark Fac% and fix the doubtful Date? 

E 4 Call 
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Call forth HMtoric Truth in all her Charms ? 
And fnatch fair Virtue from Oblivion's Arms? 
Here all was open to the curious View, 
Nor 1)elphian Thcehus ever fpoke fo true; 
Such rich Remains, fuch Works of ancient Days, 
Such Monuments of our Forefathers Praife, 
Once Thefe poor Walls, This ruin'd Dome could 

(how, 
Such Fame-- which now theWorld mud never know. 

Whate'er the Fury of the Flames has fpar'd, 
With zealous Care, with awful Rev'rence guard. 
Let Heav'n no more, what late its Wrath has ihow'd, 
Refent fuch Gifts unworthily beftow'd. 
Beyond what Av'rice feeks, or Wealth fupplies, 
Each Code, each Volume, ev'ry Fragment prize : 
As Rome her Relicks fav'd from Times of old, 
With Gems profufely decks, and flirines in Gold; 
Tho' none like Thefe, with all her Pomp and Coft, 
Or Rome, or all her Vatican can boaft. 
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For fee what valu'd Records ftill appear : 
The Whole how valu'd when they All were here ! 
O 'twas too much, when all entire were told, 
Too rich a Treafure for one Land to hold! 
YetThefe let future Times with Joy receive, 
The nobleft Legacy that ours can leave. 

So when the angry Sibyl faw expire 
Six of her facred Volumes in the Fire, 
For the three lad, repenting from his Soul, 
The King paid down the Porchafe of the Whole: 
And thefe, infpir'd from her Prophetic Rage, 
Inform'd their Counfels down through ev'ry Age, 
To ev'ry public Enterprize gave Law, 
And taught old Rome to keep the World in Awe. 




Vpn 
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Upon bis Grace the Lwd-Ueatenant of 
Ireland'; Danger of Sea, 1732. 

Stmt tffa ftricuh tmtu 

HE R Viceroy now had Ireland's Coaft 
Survey 'd with his latt parting Eye: 
And now the lefs'ning Land was loft, 
And all was only Sea and Sky 1 

When round the watr'y Mountains rife, 

Rolling aloft in proud Array, 
Roar the rough Winds, the Lightning flies. 

And black 'aing Clouds exclude the Day. 

The laboring Bark no Stay nor Reft, 
No Help or knows, or hopes to find ; 

In the wide diftant Main diftreft, 
And to the Tempeft's Rage refign'd. 

But 
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But ah, her rich illnftrions Freight! 

Mud They the difaal Horror fharel 
Mud all be join'd in one fad Fate, 

The Great, xbe Good, the Wife, the Fair! 

That beft-lov'd Mas, whofe princely Heart 

With fweet Beneficence refin'd, 
Pra&is'd fo long the godlike Art 

Of dealing Bleffings to Mankind ; 

Him, through the angry Deep purfu'd, 
Mud fuch dire Scenes of Death invade! 

Mud, O ye Pow'rs that guard the Good, 
His generous Virtue thus be paid! 

What ardent Vows has Ireland fent, 

Grateful for his aufpicious Sway I 
Whilit anxious, for fome dread Event, 

B; tt'vni* tnouiTii Ills Jong Oci«y. But, 
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But, bled be HeavVs indulgent Care, 
See all at once the Danger paft ! 

The Veflel refcu'd from Defpair 
Hasgain'd a friendly Port at laft. 

And now receives the noble Gueft 
His own fair Ifle, his native Shore, 

With Joy, by fo much more increaft, 
By how much more fhe griev'd before/ 

Thus Fate with Human PafEons plays, 
And wakes the Tumults of the Soul ; 

More fierce impetuous Gufts they raife 
Each from its Oppofite's Controul. 

Hence You, though furely This appears 
A (Irange AiTertion to be prov'd ; 

And yet, fince You alarm'd our Fears, 
Ev'nYou, my Lord, are more belov'd. 
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A WINTER EVENING. 

SE E, from the Year are all its Honours fled, 
And dull November rears his gloomy Head; 
The diftantjSun emits a fainter Ray,' 
And a long Night fucceeds each tranfient Day. 
In damp dark Mills the thick'ning Vappur falls, 
And the chill'd Cattle fhudder in their Stalls ; 
The faplefs Trees their naked Branches mow, 
Till cover'd o'er with gathering Flakes of Snow ; 
Keen Blafts and piercing Froft the Floods conftrain, 
Aud bind the folid Earth, and fix old Winter's 
Reign. 
Yet now, when quick-defcending Night denies 
To roufe the Blood with vig'rous Exercife, 
In our own hofpitable Homes we find 
The Climate template, and the Seafon kinds 

Where 



. I 
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Where blazing Hearths a genial Warmth difpky, 
And chearful Lamps fupply the abfent Day ; 
Where all things round us with Delighr we fee, 
And hum'rous Sport, and fweet Society, 
The friendly Banquet, and the flowing Bowl, 
Deceive the merry Minutes as they roli. 
Then, if we freely from our Store import, 
To chear with needful Aid the Poor Man's Heart, 
And pkas'd, our gen'roos Bounty to employ, 
Diffufe the various BlefEngs we enjoy * 
In Life, what happier Portion can we find? 
Eafy our Selves, and Friends of Hainan Kind. 
So fpent, our rugged Winter Ev'niags bring 
Joys fcarce exceeded by the blooming Spring. 




The 
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the SPRING. 

SPRING retains, ihe Winter's gone, 
And Nature puts her Beauties on. 
The Sun, that erft ihone out from high, 
Feebly through the frozen Sky, 
Now rejoices to difplay 
All the Majefty of Day. 
The teeming Earth her Riches yields, 
And clothes the Trees, and paints the Fields, 
And, grateful for its Bleffings gtv'n, 
Breathes a- thoufand' Sweets toHeav'n. 
The cloudlefs Jither mines ferene* 
And graceful nods the Sylvan Scene. 
Old Ocean- fmooths his Brow, and all 
His Storms fubfidt, h|s Surges fall; 
And only o'er the wat'ry Way 
Soft Etejian Breezes play. 

And 
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And now let's make the mod we can 
Of ev'ry Moment of our Span. 
Now let us to the utmoft Height 
Indulge our Joys, for fure 'tis right, 
Tis right, tho' Fate no more fhould give, 
Whilft.This fweet Seafon lads, to live. 



An Q D E. 

NO, no, 'tis in vain in this turbulent Town, 
To expea either Pleafure or Reft; ; 
To Hurry and Nonfenfe (till tying us down; 
lis an overgrown Prifon at bed. 

From hence to the Country efcaping away, 
Leave the Croud and the Buttle behind ; 

And there you'll fee liberal Nature difplay 
A thoufand Delights to Mankind. 

The 
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The Change of the Seafons, the Sports of the Fields, 

The fweetly-diverfiry'd Scene, 
The Groves, and theGardens- nay ev'ry thing yields 

A Happinefs ever ferene. 

Here, here from Ambition and Avarice free, 

My Days may I quietly fpend ; 
W nil ft the Cits and the Courtiers, unenvy'd for me, 

May gather up Wealth without end. 

No, X thank 'em, Til never to add to my Store* 
My Peace and my Freedom refign ; 

For who, for the fake of poffeffing the Ore, 
Would be fentenc'd to dig in the Mine? 




Epigram 
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Epigram xcvith. Xth Book of Martial. 

THOU wonder'ft much, myFriend,grown gray 
In the Town Life and modifli Way ; 
Thou wonder'ft much how I could bear 
To quit the Pomp and Pleafures there 
For this uncouth obfcure Retreat, 
My ancient, rude, paternal Seat, 
Where through the Vales the Solo glides, 
And Tagus rolls his golden Tides. 

Alas, but fet minutely down 
The vain Expences of the Town. 
Sufficient ev'ry Tax to pay 
That Fafhion, Vice, and Folly lay, 
What could my (lender Income bring ? 
Which Here maintains me like a King. 

Plain Appetite prefcribes my Chear ; 
Convenience tells me what to wear. 
" ■*•••• Pleafure 
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Pleafure and Health the Fields afford, 
And unbought Plenty crowns my Board .' 
My Tenants juft and faithful found ; 
Friendly and free my Neighbours round } 
I feel my Blifs without Alloy, 
And all I want, or wifh, enjoy. 

Go, court the Great, and herd in vain 
Among their fawning cringing Train ; 
Thy Pay for long Attendance paft, 
Perhaps a gracious Smile at lad ; 
Whilft all the Sweets of Wealth and Eafe, 
Thy Hopes abfurdly feek from Thefe ; 
Could'it thou but there fubmit to live. 
Thy own Eftate would amply give. 




£ * Cow- 
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Cowley'i Epitaphium vivi Authoris, 
Paraphrase?. 

HERE, Traveller, from Human Eyes 
Conceal'd for ever Cowley lies : 
In this mean Cell the Poet chofe 
To feek his long-lov'd laft Repofe,; 
When tir'd with each ambitious Strife, 
And all the fooliih Farce of Life, 
To facred Silence he withdrew, 1 
And bid the bufy World adieu. 

His better Part furviving tries 
To Truth's and Wifdom's Heights to rife, 
The folid Joys of Virtue finds, 
Converfes with Celeftial Minds, 
And pitying fees what various Woe 
The giddy Croud purfues below. 

Peace 
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Peace to his ever-gentle Shade! 
May no rode Cares his Reft invade! 
Light lie the Earth, that Flow'rs may bloom 
Around the metaphoric Tomb! 
That Here in This fmall Spot may grow 
(A. Spot how fmall fuffices now !) 
What Summer's fliort-liv'd Pride bellows. 
The Lily, and the bluftiing Rofe. 
Surejy unenvy'd we may have 
Flow'rs to attend us in the Grave. 



*A J *&T</fr<®i*± «*:■*,«< 



ANTRUM RICHMONDIENSE. 

DULCE felicis penetrale fylvae, 
Quo magis jacTat placidos recefTus 
Nulla Nympharum domus, aut deae fpe- 

lunca Dianae, . 
, F 3 Splen- 
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Splendidum non te laqucar, rcdfo 
Rupe non ornant Parii columns: 
At rudis fan nee ioeleganti 

Slmplidtaite* 

Ec levi mufco meliiis renides ; 
Quando abeft omnis pavor & tumultous 
Te procul, curaeque fuperba circum 

TecTa volintc$« 

Perfruens doflo CAROL I NA per te 
Otio veri fapientiaeque] 
Intimos fontes aperit, fimirique 

mente revolver 

Arduas res imperii, Britannaa 
Providet famsque oplbufquc genth, 
Et ftadet pacata iterare fee'la 

Aurea Mundo. 
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Pondus Auguftis fed & nine novamque 
Sufficit vim<conuTiis, & aevo 
Conjugis tsadk decus ampliatum 

Regiaconjux: 

Nee minus, CMSAR licet almas abfit, 
Quifque fe fentit Britonam beatos, 
Ilia dum regni vice deftinata 

Traflat habenas. 

SWEET lonely Grott ! nor art thou lefs 
Than thofe antique Retreats admir'd, 
Where or the Sylvan GoddefTes, 
Or where "Piaaas Self retir'd; 

In Thee no glorious Roofs are fliown, 

Nor th£ proud Column's graceful Height t 
But hoary Mofs, and ruftic Stone, . 
\ Commend thy Structure to the Sight* In 
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In this plain Neatnefs lovelier far, 
Than all the pompous Piles of State, 

Since here nor enters Dread, nor Care, 
Nor bufy Strife, nor faftious Hate. 

Here CAR O LINE to learned Eafe, 

And ftudious Solitude refign'd, 
The Depths of Truth and Wifdom fees, 

And (lores her rich capacious Mind. 

Not that ev'n here (he leaves unfought 
Whate'er the Publick Weal may claim $ 

But plans for ever in her Thought 
Britannia's Pow'r, and Wealth, and Fame. 

Her boundlefs Goodnefs She conveys 

To Lands remote, and foreign Climes ; 
And through the peaceful World effays 
.. To bring the old Saturnian Times. And 
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And oft, nor ever giv'n in vain, 

Her Aid the Royal Couofels own ; 
Thus She tranfmits her Confort's Reign, 

By Her improv'd in Glory down j 

Nor, though our K I N G protra&s his Stay, 
The happy Briton ought complains, 

Since (till with delegated Sway 
Our ROYAL GUARDIAN holds the Reins. 



To my worthy Friend 

THOMAS SOUTHERN, Efyi* 

SAY, Southern* ever form'd to pleafe, 
Since Time ks Traces fhows, 
And yet fuch Grace, fuch Iprightly Eafe 
In all thy Converfe flows j 
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Say, does not (till that Warmth remain. 

Of thy rich fertile Mind, 
Which fo j»fpir*d thy Tragic Strain 

To move and charm Mankind? , 

Tis (till, tho' not fo fiercely bright, 

The felf-frme glorious Ray ; 
And flieds a calmer Tweeter Light 

in thy declining Day. 

Hence the Polite and Learn'd to Thee 

Perpetual Trophies raife $ 
In thy juft Praifes all agree 

Themfelves who merit Praife. 

Honour'd and lov'd through ev'ry Stage 

Thy happy Talents fliine, 
And ftill, of each fucceffive Age,* 
. The ORRERT is Thine. 
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A Thought upon Death. 

•' '■ "IIS vain, my Soul, 'tis impious all, 
• J* The Human Lot to mourn, 
That Life fo foon mull fleet away, 
And Duft to Duft return. 

Alas ! from Death the Terrors fly, 

When once 'tis under Good 5 
'Tis Nature's Call, 'tis God's Decree, 

And is, and auft be good. 

Wearied his Limbs with honeft Toil, 

And void of Cares his Bread, 
See how the lab'rihg Mind finks down 

Each Night to wholfom Reft. 



No 
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No naufeous Fumes perplex his Sleep, 

No guilty Starts furprife % 
The Vifions that his Fancy forms, 

Ail free and chearful rife. 

So thoa, nor led by Lufis affray, 
Nor galTd with anxious Strife, 

With virtuous Induftry fulfil 
The plain Intent of Life, 

Pafs calmly thy appointed Day, 

And ufefully employ, 
And then thou'rt fare, whatever fucceec 7 , 

Is Reft, and Peace, and Joy. 




Vfo* 
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Upon the "Death of the Right Honourable 
Henrietta Countefs of Orrery. 

— Non hacfme numine <Div4m 
Eveniunt. 

IT muft be fo on Terms fo flight 
Does Heav'n its beft good Gifts bellow, 
To point our fond Affe&ions right, 
And wean us from the World below. 

See, all extinft the vital Flamed 

She lies confign'd to facred Reft j 
She who but now where'er flie came 

Infpir'd with Gladnefs ev'ry Breaft. 

From This dark Scene of Human Woes 

Her fpotlefs Soul difmift away, 
The full Rewards of Virtue knows, 

And dunes in God's eternal Day. Cc- 
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Ceteftial Joys has She to fare, 
Whilft we our gen'ral Lofs deplore, 

Since now, of alt chat's Good and Fair, . 
The brighteft Pattern is no more. 

Where fliall we fucb rich Talents trace ? 

Such Prudence, with fuch Sweetnefs joined, 
Such pious Zeal, fuch courteous Grace, 

Is there again in Human Kind ? 

Is there another Fair, where'er 

Through all the Sex our Search can rove, 
That equals her Parental Care, 

Or Filial or Connubial Love? 

But ftill tjie Tears that copious flow 

O'er her fad Urn, are all in vain ; 
Nor when (tern Fate has ftruck the Blow, 

Can call departed Life again. And 
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And You once, once alas! the dear, 

The happy Partner of her Heart, 
All that You may, my Lord, forbear] 

To urge the keen afflidive Smart. 

Let Time and Nature work their Courfe, 

Let Reafon then prefcribe Relief; 
O, check the ftrong impetuous Force, 

The total Luxury of Grief. 

Your Friends* Your Country, this Reftraint, 

And eV'ry lov'd and valu'd Name; 
Your tender Offspring^- ev'n the Saint, 

Ev'n She You mourn for, this muft claim. 

1 

For what more pleafiog can She find 

Beneath the Regions of the Bleft, 
Than to furvey Your noble Mind 

Of ev'ry Sorrow difpoffeft? Tarf 
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Part of the xxxviith Psalm paraph 

VIEW not with Envy fretting in thy #rar> 
The Impious Man, of Wealth and 
pofleft; 
Let no rafh Thoughts perplex thy even Mind, 
When proud Oppreflbrs lord it o'er Mankind. 
Wait but the Ev'ning of their fleeting Day, 
And all this boafted Pomp (hall pafs away. 
So to the fweeping Scythe at once muft yield 
All the gay Verdure of the fmiling Field : 
So the fliort Moments of the felf-fame Houf 
Behold the blooming and the faded Flow' 

Only do Thou Religion's Rules purfue 
And keep thy Duty ever in thy View ; 
Let all thy Life in this juft Tenor move. 
And all Occafions to do Good improve. 

Then 
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Then with foil Trull on God fccurely reft, 
Aflbr'd that whatfoe'er befalls, is belt. 
For all thy Needs His Goodnefs (hall provide, 
His Pow'r (hall guard thee, and His Wifdom guide* 
If pois'nous Tongues thy upright Deeds defame, 
And foul-mouth'd Slander fatten on thy Name* 
Yet dill be calm, and He (hall foon expofe 
The vain, the baffled Malice of thy Foes ; 
Shall clear thy Caufe, thy Virtue (hall difplay, 
Bright as the Sun, and open as the Day, 

When Storms of State aloft impetuous roai^ 
And mighty Villains fall, and are no mora, 
Still fafe and happy is the Good Man feen, 
His Afpeft chearful, and his Mind ferene. 
Though no huge Heaps of ill-got Riches rife, 
To (both his Pride, and feed his rav'nous Eyes j 
Yet Thrift and Induftry increafe his Store, 
And fweet Content forbids him to be poor* 

G HeavVs 
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Heav'n's gracious Bounty, freely as it flows, 
Freely again his lib'ral Hand bellows ; 
And timely Aid and Kindnefs to impart, 
Employs his Labour, and delights his Heart. 
Well pleas 'd the Fruits of his good Works he fees, 
With God, with Man, and with himfelf at Peace; 
The choicett Gifts of Providence he (hares, 
And leaves a thoufand Bleflings to his Heirs. 



The civth Psalm Paraphrase!. . 

Ex Ip/d, &j>er Ijf>/um f S? inlffo Junt omnia; Ifji 
gloria infacula. Amen. Rom. xi. 36. 

THEE, Thee my rifing Soul afpires to fing, 
Almighty Father, everhtfting Kin& 
Benign Creator 1 wond'rous to furvey, 
Thy Works excite the grateful pious Lay. 

So 
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So full, fo plain through all the Syftem mine 
Thy glorious PowV, and Majefty Divine. 

From Thy bright Throne beyond the (tarry 
Height* 
Spread the vaft Plains of Empyraean Light ; 
The Spheres aflfume the next inferior Place, 
And form their Orbits through th* ^Ethereal Space* 
Denfer beneath, and clofe-compacled lie 
The Elemental Regions of the Sky ; 
Here float the Clouds* and hence the Thunders roll) 
AndTempefts make the World from Pole to Pole j 
And here thy Minitterial Spirits find 
Thy dreadful Stores of Vengeance for Mankind t 
And hence* well pleas'd Thy Orders to perform* 
; Lance the hot Bolt, or drive the raging Storm. 

Till Thou reftrain'dft it, like an ample Robe, 
The Deep involy'd the habitable Globe ; 

G x And 
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And now, though where permit thy dread Decrees* 
Or through the Oceans, or the midland Seas, 
Reftlefs and proud the foaming Surges rife, 
Range the wide wat'ry Wafte, and threat the Skies ; 
Yet where Thou bidft the firm dry Land extend, 
Fix'd is their Barrier, and their Tumults end $ 
* Aw'd with Thy Voice, aloof they vainly roar, 
And tumble unincroaching to the Shore. 
Mean while the penetrating Liquid ftrains 
Through Paths unfeen, and fubterraneous Vein*, 
And thence fore'd up, and (tingling into Light, 
Guflies fpontaneous from the Mountains Height; 
Down from each Hill the filver Currents flow, 
And wind and wander through the Vales below : 
And,whilft their Streams refrefliingMoifture yield 
To the dry Cattle panting from the Field, 
Trees by the Sides projeft their Branches fair, 
i\nd lodge the little Songilers of the Air. 

With 
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With grateful Food Thy Creatures to fuftain, 
Thou fend'ft the former and the latter Rain: 
The Earth receives it with a quick Embrace, 
And ftraight fprings up the Vegetable Race ; 
Their fev'ral Fruits the fev'ral Seafons bear, 
And various Plenty crowns the loaded Year: 
Hence have the Beads, to anfwer Nature's Call, 
Grafs in the Field, and Fodder in the Stall: 
And hence for Man, the fatt'ning Olive grows : 
To chear Mans Heart, hence the rich Vintage 

flows : 
And hence, his Life and Vigour to maintain, 
O'er the long Furrows waves the rip'ning Grain. 
Lord, how does thy all-bounteous Goodnefs fend 
Unnumber'd Gifts, and Bleflings without end ! 

To their fall Growth advane'd, by juft Degrees* 
Firm and majeftic (land the Foreit-Trees ; 

G 3 Up 
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Up to the Clouds their fturdy Arms they throw. 
And feek the Center in their Roots below. 
And here a hofpitable Dwelling find 
AH the wild Nations of the feather'd Kind: 
And h*ere the Stork, in the tall Fir-trees Height, 
Leaves her young Brood and takes her airy Flight: 
And whiUt a long-extended Gloom they (how, 
And hang tremendous o r er the Mountains Brow, 
Beneath (for nothing breathes too mean to fhar§ 
Thy tender Love and providential Care) 
The Goat among the Precipices ftroles, 
And the fmall Conies borough in their Holes, 

The Moon, refulgent with a borro w'd Ray* 
Fills her pale Orb, and runs her deflin'd Way. 
The Sun revolving in his juft Career, 
Points out the Seafons, and divides the Year j 
Duly withdrawing his diurnal Light, 
£Ie leaves o'er (haded with the Veil of Night 

Hal* 
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Half the Terreftrial Glo^e ; then rav'ning ftray 
The favage Beads, outrageous for their Prey ; 
Growling they roam the fpacious Defarts o'er ; 
The Hills re-echo, and the Forefts roar. 

When the Eaft reddens with the op'ning Day, 
Back to their Dens abafli'd they hade away ; 
And Man comes forth, his itated Task begun, 
His Task, returning with the rifing Sun, 
Purfues his Work with anxious Toil and Strife, 
And earns the needful Sulhaance of Life ; 
Till Ev'ning aids him, wearied andoppreft, 
With fweet Refrefhment and alternate Reft. 
O Lord, how various is thy Praife difplay'd- 
In all the Creatures which thy Hand hath made] 
Loft at the View, in Wonder down we fall ; 
Lord, with what Wifdom haft Thou made them all ! 
How on the Earth thy Riches doft Thou fhow'r, 
And blefs it with an unexhaufted Store! 

G4 And 
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Aid yet, behold another Scene difclofe J 
1\ut lefs the wat'ry World thy Goodnefs knows. 
What Shoals* what endlefs Shoals fill ev'ry Space ! 
Or the teflaceous, or the fcaly Race. 
What Forms uncouth innumerable (tray, 
Dive through the Deep, or on the Surface play I 
How vail the huge Leviathans that reign, 
Fierce in their Might, the Tyrants of the Main! 
Their monft'rous Hacks like floating Iflands rife; 
Their Nofirils fpout a Tempeft to the Skies. 
And here the Ships in all their Glory ride, 
And fpurn the Billows with triumphant Pride. 

Thefe all fuhfift by Thy paternal Care; 
Only in Thee they live, and move, and are. 
To Thee they owe their Life's perpetual Stay, 
And ask of Thee their Food from Day to Day 3 
Enjoy the copious Good Thy Hand bellows, 
^\nd folace on Thy Bounty as it flows. 
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But, Thy enliv'niog Influence once withdrawn, 
No more does Joy, nor Light, nor Comfort dawn : 
Tormenting Pain fucceeds, and (ad Decay, 
And greedy Death demands his deftin'd Prey, 
The Soul Thou gav'ft us then refigns its Truft, 
\nd the poor Carcafe tumbles into Dull. 
Yet undiminiuYd (land the Species all. 
And flourtfh, whilft the Individuals falL 
A new Succeflion ev'ry Chafm fupplies, 
And (till one rifes, as another dies. 
Hence is the Praife of Thy all-glorious Name 
From Age to Age, from Race to Race the fame 9 

ThyPow'r, throughout the whole Creation known, 
As was, is now, and ever (hall be fliown, 
Till Thou who mad'ft it, with devouring Flame 
Shalt quite confume the univerfal Frame. 

O praife the Lord, my Soul, whilft Sinners wail 
from His qoniiiming Hand a. dreadful Fate, 

Praife 
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Praife thou the Lord : be He thy ftedfaft Friend, 
He, the firft Caufe of all things, and the End: 
So over Time and Fate flialt thou prevail,] 
For God fuftains thee, and thou canft not fail. 



ABRAHAM'* SACRIFICE. 

■ 'Dtgnus vindice nodus. 

FROM the third Morning dawn'd the. orient 
Light, 
When Abraham gain'd the deflin'd Mountain's 

Height ; 
And Ifaac , now their Journey's Period found, 
Had thrown his cumbrous Burden to the Ground, 
His Load of Wood, with folemn Rite aflign'd 
To burn the Sacrifice by God enjoin'd. 

And 
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And now the ready Care and zealous Toil 
Of Sire and Son had rear'd the facred Pile, 
When thus (yet oft' with Sighs his Utt'rance broke, 
And oft' with gu filing Tears) the Patriarch fpoke. 
Thou, in whom Heav'n's bcft Love to me was 
mown, 
Kind, good, and duteous; O my darling Son 1 
Firm to my Soul, whom all dear Ties engage, 
Crown of my Hopes, and Comfort of my Age 5 
Now be the Ardour of thy Faith difplay'd* 
And fummon all thy Virtue to thy Aid, 
To hear the Doom by God's own Voice decreed* 
That Thou, O can I fpeak it! thou muft bleed : 
Thy harmlefs Life, fo runs the dread Command^ 
Muft Here be offer'd by thy Father's Hand. 
Fain, Fain, Heav'n knows, by ilrong Reluctance 

preft, 
And partial Nature pleading in my Breaft, 

Fain 
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Fain would I have miftook the facred Call : 
'Twas Dream, 'twas Fancy, 'twas Illation all. 
Can God, I reafon'd, his own Law controul, 
Imprefs'd fo deeply on the Human Soul ; 
His Law, which as the Wrath divine they dread, 
Prohibits Man Man's vital Blood to Jhed ? 
Did He eftabUu This a Rule to bind 
Through all fucceffive Ages all Mankind ? 
And can He, ever gracious, juft, and mild, 
Can He command me to deflroy my Child ? 
Alas, why not? who mall maintain the Strife 
With Him, fole fov'reign Arbiter of Life ? 
On Thefe plain Terms He gives us all to fee 
Newborn th'iEtbereil Light, and bids us Be ; 
That whensoever He, or foon, or late, 
Shall fummon us to leave our earthly State, 
The Body its congenial Dud muft claim, 
The Soul return to God from whom it came. 

And 



L__ 
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And fare for this, the Time, the Means, the Way," 
TisHis to choofe, His providential Sway 
Inflifts the fudderi Stroke, or flow Decay: 
To each inferior Caufe He gives its Weight, 
And arms with all its Darts the Hand of Fate. 
Then, great Creator, fince *tis Thy Decree 
That I/asc now muft fall, and fall by me ; 
Proftrate and mute, I bow before thy Throne, 
Thy Name be hallow'd, and thy Will be done. 
Oft' thy dread Voice has fill'd me with Delight/ 
Or in the Trance, or Vifion of the Night ; 
And £UU as I obey'd it haft thou flied 
Riches, and Peace, and Honour round my Head: 
And wall I now refill the well-known Call? 
And grudge one Gift to Thee, who gav'ft me all? 
Haft Thou fo bleft my whole long Life-time paft, 
And mall I now forfake Thee at the laft? 
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Yet, my good God, all-gracious as Thou art, 
Forgive the Yearnings of a Parent's Heart $ 
That my poor Service may be rightly paid, 
Support my Frajlnefs with thy heav'nly Aid, 
And differ not, by this hard Inftance try'd, 
My ftedfeft Faith in Thee to ftart afide. 
Thus far his Grief the rev'rend Sire expr eft* 
A copious Flood of Tears forbad the reft: 
When Ifaac thus, 111 mull it furely fuit, 
When God commands, for Mortals to difpute* 
His Will once fpoke the whole Creation awes, 
And what am I, to make a Moment's Paufe ? 
But Here fo plainly (lands His Love expreft, \ 

Here to obey, is only to be bleft ; i 

*fis only earlier to be call'd away 
To God's own; Prefence, and the Realms of Day, 
Snatch'd from the 111 to come, nor doom'd to know 
The various Bitternefs of Human Woe. j 



i ■ •> 
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p y oem$ on fcyerql Occafiom. ff 

Can I,, heneath ; good^r*fow's forming Hand, 
In heav'nly Truth and fteady Virtue train'd, 
Taught, Q my God, with one; perpetual Aim, 
To love thy Serviae, andto fear thy Name; 
Can I not hope, . unbodied when I roam 
Where Spirits immortal £nd their d^ftin'd Home, 
In That new World Thy Gootjne fs ftill to flute*. 
And praife and blefs my kind J?reCerver There ? 
Can I Thy Mercy notfecurery truft =' r 

To hide my Human Frailties in the Duff, : ; 

And there admit me, oneihort Struggle o'er, , .7 
Where Death, and 6i,n, and Sorrow are no more? 
But, O my Father !, how jhaH He fuftajjn 
This Load of Woe,, this Heart-oppreffing Paiaj; 
Cancell'd at once to yjew high Heay'n's Decree, ' 
Of BLeflings to his fut;ure Race in me! . . • , •.- > ;• 
His Hopes all Waited, aH his. Comforts fled, : 
Grief to the Grave muft bow his hoary Head. 

Him, 
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Him, though the op'ning Scenes my Thoughts 

cmployj 
Of Hcav'n, and Raptures of immortal Joy ; 
Yet him with deep Affliction I condole* 
And feel his AnguiJh in my inmofi Soul. 

With juft Rebuke the Patriarch mild replies* 
In vain, my Son, thy anxious Terrors rife. 
Tbink'ft thou that Change affects th' Eternal Will ? 
Hath God once faid, and fliall not He fulfill? 
Revolving Time muft bring the dreadful Day 
When Heav'n and Earth dhTolv'd wall pafs away: 
At once the glorious univerfal Frame 
Shall fhrink like Parchment crackling in the Flame; 
Ruin o'er total Nature fliall prevail : 
But hot one Tittle of His Word can fail. 
Thee, the juft Heir of all my Hopes to come, 
His Goodnefe gave me from the barren Womb : 

Thee 
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Thee the fame Goodnefs, facrific'd and Haio, 
Can raife and quicken into Life again. 
Or, as the Seed, though from the Sower's Hand 
It dies and rots beneath the furrow'd Land, 
Soon with new Strength reviv'd, eflays to rife* 
And feeks the genial Influence of the Skies ; 
The ripening Ears a rich Abundance yield, 
And golden HarVefts Crown the fmiling Field ; 
So from what Here the hallow'd Pile mull: burn, 
Ev'tt from thy Afhes fleeping in their Urn, 
A new corporeal Syftem He may frame, 
And re-infpire the animating Flame. 

Events to come, and Fate by God defignM* 
The Counfels of His own omnifcient Mind, 
Himfelf alone furveys ; but Here we reft, 
That what He wills mult be, and muft be belt. 
*Tis His to Man his Fleafure to difplay : 
Ours to adore, to tremble, and obey* 

H V* 
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Yet, had it rather pleas'd th^.^fi^IXyine 

To fpare my Ifaac's Life, and call for mine,. 

In her own Tenor to let Nature run, 

Nor bid the Sire furvive the flaughter'd Sqn $ 

How had I then (myCourfe all faithful found, . 

My End by God's exprefs Acceptance crown*d) r 

How had I joy'd to hear His Orders fppfce^? 

Bow'd my old Head fubmiffive to the Stroke? , 

In Praife refign'd my lad expiring Breath?, 

And met with Tranfport the Embrace of Death?, 

He faid, and Both the facred Rite prepare, 
And Both pour out their Souls in .ardent Pra^r^ 
And humbly hope Heav'n's mightieft Aid to fin/k 
To wake each latent Virtue in their Mjnd. 
And now the Altar blaz'd, and now difplay'd , „ 
Abraham advane'd aloft his gUtt'ring Blade, 
With ftrenuous Zeal repreft his inward Woe,. , 
And rais'd his trembling Hand to ftrike the Blqw:. 

When 
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^Vhen lo! effulgent' wi'tH amazing "Light, 

A Forni'Cfeleff'iaf ftbodbefore his Sight ; 

Lefs glorious' mines, his rapid Race to run 

Forth iffuiftg from Iris eaftern Goal,' the Sun* 

The PdtfiarclV^aYd,' nor Speech nor Motion found* 

And 'dfdptf Iris lifted Weapon to the Ground. 

• • < - ' 

A fweet Regard the pitying Angel fliow'd, 

And thus his tatemri Words complacent flow'd. 

Sheath,^K*£*w;ffie'ath theS word; in gracious part 

Accepts th' Almighty thy obedient Heart, 

For the fuirForfeit takes thy Setvice done* 

AndTreety gives' thee thy devoted Son. 

Nowlieaf, thou [faithful Man, wniifl I unfold 

Su^e'ffiV^ Scenes 3 , liluftrious to behold, 

« 

Of'FatnVtd thee, and wondrous Love defign'di 
In thy diifengufm'd Race to Humankind. 
Try if Vhou canflrby riumb'nngto explore 
All the loofe Atoms bn the fandy Shore j 

Ha Or 
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Or upwards turn thy penetrating Eye, 
And count the radiant Spangles of the Sky : 
Like Thefe (haW'I/aaSs Progeny outgo - 
What Bounds or Thought can reach, or Number 
From His fam'd Seed, as Heav'n its Aid fupplies,' 
Shall States be form'd, and mighty Empires rife, 
And Kings, ordain'd in future Realms to mine, 
Shall boaft their Royal Stock deriv'd from Thine. 
But One fair Branch God's larger Love muftfliare, 
His chofen People, his peculiar Care : 
Himfelf confeft (hall own their favour'd Caufe, 
ConduA their Counfels, andprefcribe their Laws. 
Himfelf fhall raife infpir'd with matchlefs Might, 
For Rule their Judges, and their Chiefs for Fight. 
How oft' for Them mall his fierce Wrath confound 
The faithlefs Nations gathering all around! 
How oft' (hall rife his wonder-working Sway, 
And turn old Nature from her deftin'd Way, 

To 
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Poems on jevera! Occafiom. i o i 

»Tocru(h whoe'er their conqu'ring Arms withftand, 
And plant his People in the promis'd Land ! 

Whilft the vain World to impious Rites refign'd, 
To Lufts abandon'd, and to Reafon blind, 
Stray in the Dark ; to Them, to Them alone 
Shall Heav'n's pure Will and genuine Truth be 
Religion mall be theirs, her facred Ray 
Shall Wifdom pour to guide them in the Way. 
For This lhall rev'rend Seers, divinely taught, 
God's great Defigns impreft upon their Thought, 
From Age to Age His gradual Word difplay, 
And fried the chearful Dawning of the Day ; 
Till in full Light Meffiah's Self fliall rife, 
Sprung from Thy Seed, defcending from the Skies ; 
Stupendous Union! Heav'n and Earth combin'd! 
Incarnate God, to refcue loft Mankind ! 
With Him, erft fled from Sin's polluting Stain, 
Shall ancient Virtue vifit Earth again; 

H 3 Peace 
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Peace Cent from HeayVi ,flial| tycfc t^e^pr^elow, 
And like the fpreading Sea fhalJfoowle^eilQW, 
Mercy Divine Mefliah frajl bring down 
To finful Man, and Mighty in ( flenown 
Shall break Hell's Pow'r, and -Deafh's jtjfraijnicjj 

Chain* 
And end the long Reproach of S^tan'^e^gn. 

He faid, and inftant, pleas'd wh^l(lThe^ j>ui^ue 
The great Ideas, vanifh'd from their yfew. 
A thoufand Thoughts t,hei> rea/ning Fow'fS 

controul, 
And deep Amazement fills tjie laboring Soul. 
Yet all they could to fliew their juft j&egar/}, 
A Beaft they bring, for Sacrifice prepared, 
And, His free Grace with holy Vows implor'^i 
JJyrn the vicarious Viftim to the Lord. 
Then pondering all the Wonders of the Day, 
With Hearts exulting, homeward bend their Way* 
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In tnaugurationem Augufl'tjfimi G e o r g i i 

Secundiy Magna; Britannia;, Franciae, & 

Hibernian kegis, &c. Anno 1727. 

ABreptum quamvis inopino funere REGEM 
Plorat inexpleto perculfa Britannia luftu, 
Ufque licet ftudio caram caput Ilia fideli 
Profequitur, memorique tuetur peftore famam ; 
At fceptra exultans Tibi fert, Augufte, Tuique 
Aufpiciis fumit felicibus omina Regni. 

Scilicet imperils magni reverentia Patris 
Te dudum aptavit ; doftus regnare fuifli 
Parendo, SC feegis didicifti Subditus artes. 
Turn oon ulfa dies, quando fuper ardua rerum 
Confulerent Proceres," Te vidit abefle Senatu : 
Nulla dies elapfa Tui non plena laboris, 
Publica dum tacitis agitare negotia curis 

H 4 Suetus 
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$uetus eras, Regnum & moliri mente futurum, 
£t ftudia Angliacis impendere moribus, & quatq 
Pefenfurus eras, Fidei cognofcere leges. 

Ergo Tui illuftrem faciem fe pandere rerum 
J^xtitiamque, decufque ingeos, placideque fluentes 
Annorum feries, atque aurea tempora cernunt. 
Ergo tui baud laudes regni fuperarit ELIZM 
Jama, nee A U R I A C I immortalia gefta 

W1LHELMI, 
Nan ANNA egregjis belli Pacifque triumphis; 
fnclyta, pacative CrEQRQIVS arbiter orbis, 




I* 
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In acfoentum Sereritjfimi Fkederici 
Prjncipis Walliae. m Magnarn Britan- . * 
mam. Anno 1718. 

ONoftris, FREDERICE, dm cariffimc terris, 
Afpice quoftudioTibi DwzBRJTANNIA 
pandit 
Ultro adventanti gremium, pdpulofque per omnes 
Certatim exultans offert ardentia vota! 
Nee fpes dilatas queritur, nee jam invidet orbi 
Teutonico, cum Te tandem fecura recepit 
Imperii facrum columen pignufque futuri. 

At quae CMSAREUM tentabant gaudia pedus ! 
Ant quales animo fenfit CAROLINA tumultus, 
Cum pelagique minas & tsdia dura viarum 
E^pertus primum Auguftas intraveris ades ! 
.#<juabit qui? fando, Tibi reverentiaqualis! 

Quam 
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Qoam ftrit hnpatiens amor, atque efrofa voloptas 
Matris! qualis erat Patriae pietatis imago! 
NfcCvffifexprcri pbterant utriijtie pa* ehte?, 
Neve tuo Sulci alloquio; juvat lifque tueri 
Robore firmatos artos, floremque juventac, 
£t flammasoculorum, & aperts'frbdtis honores. 
•Nam Tuadohdam DlisYuerat nifi nidllior stas 
Cognita, complexQs quando inter & oftfola 'Matris 
ParoitasfcWreVes, dttm "ftepios Ilia mofiebat 
Per virtutis Itttr Te f|>efc inhere Tuorotri, 
KluftriqueTuis mefi'tis decus addere ftirpi. 

Angliae* talis hunt eh GULIELMWS itt aula, 
Indolis egreglx refefehs ahimique virilis 
Prima rudimeftta, (kchrk praetodia fart*. 
. Splendidior jam rerum ordo* & majora repofcunt 
Te ftadia : exemplar magni venerabite Patti* 
Veftijgare oculis, memorique recohdefe menVe j 
Addtere vim Patriis arnius, Augufta juvdre 

Confilia, 



Confilia, & Regni paulatim afluefcere can's. 

Hinc, Princeps dilefte, animo maturus & annis 
(MnlrumO, maturpoonttfigapt $xl) *oiwhstes 
TuquoquepER populos dabis olim jura, fruetur 
Atque Tui felix Sceptri moderaminc proles 
Ventura in lugqm, fc^a^inondum^alcitur «f& 
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jtof Poems *ori federal Occqfiom. 



CORYDON & THE STY LIS. 
DIALOGUE 



Cfer. 



p 



,LUSTheftyli cara] 
Quam stheris aura 
Et melle jucundior ori j 
O te mihi dedas, 
Et blandula cedas, 
Quern fert tibi paftor, amori. 



Ybef. Omnimod& certe 

Mihi mens caret arte* 
Nee ego fcio quid fit amare ; 
Et fi non abfiftis 
Sermonibus iftis, 
Hon eft mihi fas tolerare. 



Cor. 
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Cor. Sic intus fum motos, 

Sic ardeo totns,' 
Me fie amor exagitavit, ; . : 

Ut arundine dira 

Cupidini? ira] 
Mhi fentio, cor penetrayit 

Thef. Sic, fie profitentes 

Nos improvidentes 

Vosjuvenesafquetematis,' 

Rudefque paellas 

Per hafce fabelias 

Nequiflume ludificatis. 

Cor. Nolito amare 
Sic incrcpitare, 
Nee me jugalaveris ore. 

O quae 
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O quae ibi arpft? ' 
Quid fraudi fupefffo* 
Ubi omnia pl^tt-dotoret 

y&g/". Non tamen dnraenmf/ j 
Quin ufqne»foevenmt • 
Mea peftora commifereri: 
Atterrita fatfer " 
Sum Credulitatfe,^ 
Et ineptufcrtBotoi ndeik • 

Cor. At Ego modefttJi' 

Propono pr#teHe 
Quam fim tibi mente reall* 

Quod fumma ml $r€t$int ;1 

Eft vivere tecum' r 
la faedere coAHu§fia& 5i 



Tktjt 



Ihefi Sed, ficitoceffet.. 

Quae flamma c^efcit, 
Nunc jecoretam violenteci. !"..• 

Si tempore parvo 

Sis ore protervo, 
Nee plus tibi noftra probentur? 

Cor. Dulciffima rerum, 
Expendito verum, 
Et non potes ilia timere. 
In orbe thefauri 
Quotcur^uefuiit aurfe- 
Sine te. mini nil /vataeje.^ 

The/. Admjttere mali 

Cum conjuge *&] 
Non debeo cert^ timoreta. 

Or. 
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Cor.. Diim remaneVvita 
Qui jungitur ita, 
Nil, oil violabit amorem. 

F I N I & 
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